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were then still holding waterfront positions and the two forts of Notre Dame de Lagarde and Saint Jean. There was also guerrilla war in the streets between the Maquis and Milice, with indiscriminate shooting.
History and our own experience tend to exaggerate the warlike propensities and the bravery of man. I remember best the exuberant, bloodthirsty swashbucklers, but searching memory I also recall that in Marseilles we passed through silent street after silent street, where anxious, fearful faces peered from behind the shuttered windows. The faces of fathers, mothers, children. The faces of ordinary decent people who craved nothing but peace, yet found themselves swept into murder and chaos by elemental forces beyond their control or understanding.
If we stopped our jeeps they poured out joyously, because, I believe, they knew that our uniforms meant peace, justice, security and order. But I am not overlooking the effect of Mike Davis and his London Irish headgear, which added an imponderable factor.
Late in August the Press camp had been obliged to emulate the humble amoeba, the lowest form of animal life, and split in two. One part was somewhere near Aix and the other near Grenoble. I was at that time teamed with Maurice Watts, and the idea occurred to us that we might "slip round the back," through Maquis country, to Paris. Mike Davis, taken into our confidence, fell in with the idea with marked enthusiasm. We were at Grenoble, but planned to use the camp near Aix as starting-base. On arrival there, Mike began preparing industriously for the adventure. The two chief difficulties were going to be petrol and provisions.
Mike began to load up the trailer with innumerable packets of sugar and coffee, while I looked on with mild surprise. "Aren't you going to take anything solid?" I inquired.
"Oh, we'll make do," said Mike mysteriously. Actually he was proposing to "live on the country" and intended that we should ingratiate ourselves with gifts of the commodities likely to be in shortest supply. Alas, for this masterly scheme, an American Public Relations officer came forward and said, very politely, that he thought we wereures of the local population. Added to this, he had jet-black hair, darkat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
